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wedding festival is being made ready,
behind the scene.

Oh, dear. Poet. You will undo
everything. Do go away. Ho there,
Guard. Go at once and call Sruti-
bhushan.

What will you do with him, King,
when he comes ?

I will compose my mind, and
practise my renunciation.

Ah, King, when I heard that news,
I came at once. For I can be your
companion in this practice of renun-
ciation.

You?

Yes, I, King. We Poets exist for
this very purpose. We set men free
from their desires.

V

I don't understand you. You talk
in riddles.

What ?    You don't understand me ?